RACE          WON          BY          DEFAULT

With a final disparaging glance they turned then-
backs on the scene and began to stroll aimlessly along
the beach. Here and there other small parties of
soldiers were behaving likewise, trying to relieve the
tedium of the waiting hours before evacuation. Day-
light embarkation had by this time been abandoned.
In face of the incessant attacks by the German dive-
bombers the risks were too great to be justified. So
the troops were advised to make themselves scarce
during the daytime and muster on the beaches after
nightfall for the boats. They concealed themselves
in dug-outs in the dunes, and in underground cellars
in Dunkirk itself, sleeping away as much of the time
as possible. Nevertheless, more men than might be
expected preferred to chance stopping a bomb- or
shell-splinter rather than endure the utter boredom
bred by squatting hour after hour in a hole in the sand
with nothing to do.

The two Don R/s had arrived on the beach the
evening before, after their regiment had blown up its
guns outside Dunkirk. They effectually removed their
Norton machines beyond possible reach of the enemy
by plunging them into the deep water in the dock,
braving the terrific heat of the blazing oil tanks in
order to make a good job of it. Then they queued
up in the sea for a boat. But lupk was against them.
When dawn came, much to their disgust they found
themselves faced with a whole day in which to kick
their heels about in the sand before their chance
came again.

Though the pair were always together, and pre-
ferred each other's society to that of anyone else, it
would be incorrect to describe them as bosom friends.
They were, in fact, bosom rivals. Their attraction
for one another depended entirely on the professional
interests they possessed in common. Motor-cycling
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